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who she was and what she meant. And after a while,
she said again, in a low voice, as if she feared to be
overheard: Thou art at this very moment about to
start for the haunt of the swan. Say, is it not so?
And I gazed at her in terror, and I debated within
myself, whether I should not seize her by the throat
and kill her, lest she should go and tell the others
and prevent my escape. And presently I said: Thou
art right: I am on the very point of starting: and
what is that to thee? And she said: I know the
way.

And when I heard, I was suddenly filled with a
flood of joy, and could scarcely believe my ears. And
in my delight, I was ready to take her in my arms;
but hastily she shrank away. And I exclaimed:
Thou art the very fruit of my birth in a female form.
But who in the world art thou, to know the way?
And she answered: Who I am, I cannot tell thee :
for now I have abandoned the straight and narrow
path of female conduct; and like a chariot, whose
wheel has left the rut, I have run out of the course,
by assuming independence. And yet it has been of
necessity, and not of choice. And she sighed; and
said again: Know this much only, that I am a wife
whose husband has abandoned her, beguiled, as thou
hast been thyself, by that old mime. And he left
me, utterly forgetting me, for the sake of some
marvellous unknown beauty that lives far off in the